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Introduction 


It is no small task constructing a “Best Of” issue reflecting the 
thirty-five year history of North Carolina Central University’s 
literary magazine, the Ex Umbra. The variety and quality of the 
works that have graced the thousands of pages of the Ex Umbra 
over the last four decades make choosing seventy-five pages worth 
of poems, stories, and reflections and calling those pages the 
“Best” a slight to the hundreds of authors whose works have 
appeared in North Carolina Central University’s literary magazine 
since 1965. 


So I didn’t try. 


Instead, I poured through the pages of the Ex Umbra for pieces that 
told the story of the magazine’s history; for poems and stories that 
spoke of the times and world the authors lived in; for stories and 
poems that spoke of life at North Carolina Central University, and 
life beyond its sloping hills; for stories and poems that spoke of life 
and death, hope and love; and most importantly, for stories and 
poems that conveyed the passion of their authors. Perhaps there are 
“better” poems collected in the annals of the Ex Umbra, works that 
may be more traditionally and “appropriately” structured; works 
that might better fit a “Best Of issue. But the pages before you are 
not the result of a poll or a contest to determine what works were 
the best; rather, they are put together like a photograph album to 
offer a brief glimpse of the history of the Ex Umbra. 
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It is a fascinating history of a small literary magazine that has 
evolved from a few mimeographed pages put together on a manual 
typewriter, to the professionally bound volume you hold in your 
hands. It has grown from those few hundred copies of the first 
volume to over three thousand printed yearly. And in the past few 
years, the Ex Umbra has gone on-line and has been enjoyed by 
thousands of people al around the world. From a few typewritten 
pages to a publication that can be read throughout the world; all in 
thirty-five years. 


So what you have is not a “Best Of” issue but a photo album of 
words. An album of bits of memories and histories that have come 
out of the shadow to tell the story of North Carolina Central 
University’s literary magazine, the Ex Umbra. And like a photo 
album, it should help to remind us of where we’ve come from and 
how we’ve grown; it should remind us of the past and offer hope 
for the future In the end, however, it should remind us who we are. 


Andrew P Williams, 
Associate Professor, Department of English 
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Editor’s Note 


The name of this magazine, Ex Umbra, is Latin for “out of the 
shadows”. There are two reasons that the staff chose to call the 
magazine by that name. First, the staff agreed that the creative 
students at North Carolina College at Durham were too much in 
the shadows, and that they needed to be brought out into the light 
where their fellow students could recognize their talent and enjoy 
their work. Second, the staff also agreed that creative students at 
predominately Negro colleges throughout the south were in the 
same situation, that too much good talent was going unrecognized. 
The idea of this magazine was to create a forum whereby this talent 
could be given the light of recognition. We felt that the title, Ex 
Umbra, expresses this idea. We hope that this first issue will be 
followed by many more, and that the magazine will bring to light 
still other students at North Carolina College at Durham and 
elsewhere who can, like the students presented in this volume, shed 
some light on experience. 


The Editors and Staff - 1965 


Editor’s Note 


ee . . . ° e . 
Thank you for giving voice to your vision and for allowing your 


talent to be exposed to our campus, community, and the world, 
now that the Ex Umbra is on-line.” 


Camika Royal, Editor - 1999 
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Soliloquy 


Mortal as I am, tempted to doubt 

The strange, the new, the unknown; 

Be it known, be it proclaimed 

By tongue, wind and things unseen: 

With unfaltering trust and abiding faith 

Do I, my heart, my mind explore 

To receive, to explore and endlessly endure 
This thing, this phantom, this more than emotion 
That has like an angelic vision 

Revealed itself to me. 

Speak my tongue, speak my heart, 

And let your praises be known. 


For a thing of beauty is not a thing to doubt, 

Be it ever so strange, ever so new; 

And let me see that this 1s neither strange nor new, 
For beauty is not and beauty is this. 

Give thanks my heart, give from your very soul, 

For having been found, for finding, for realizing 

And most of all for being deemed worthy of this love. 


Sandra D. Thompson - 1965 
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The Coming Day 


Pamicoldmencolde 

Lost on a path 

That leads to home and hearth; 
Facing the world, naked and starved: 
Alone in a nebulous haze. 


I sit shivering. . . shivering. 
Shaking and thinking. 
Gazing into a mist, 
Awaiting the end 

As if it were the end. 


I rise slowly . . . finally; 
Taking a look around me 
I see no light. 

The fog envelops all. 
Fear permeates my being. 


I step cautiously . . . cautiously 
Measuring each move, 

Finally I see a ray. 

The first glimmer angers my senses. 
Disgusted, I turn away. 


Ellis Jones - 1966 
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To Someone and Myself 


On the battlefield, foeless 
Yet defeated. 

Never a victory. 

Defeated by myself, 
Defeated by me. 


In the midst of the throng 
Dee malonc, 

Never a friend. 

Stars-a million in the sky- 
Still black darkness above. 


In the bright warm sunlight 

Yet cold night. 

Never the gay sun, 

Running perpetually on the course. 
Still the race remains unrun. 


Losing the war without a battle 
Yet never causing a fight. 
Dark is the night of despair, 
Black, black darkness. 

Lo, that little spark. 


Charles Dayes - 1966 
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My Dad 


That there Vietnam is a silly old war. 

| don’t even know what we’s fightin’ for. 
But I betta get a reason if my boy gotta go; 

I betta get a good reason and a whole lot mo. 


My kids don’t even wanna work on no farm: 
| don’t see why that should cause no alarm. 
All they is studyin is havin’ fun, 

And all times of night they’s still on the run. 


You see, my daughter is always talkin’ bout what she digs, 
Puttin’ on wigs and goin to them jigs; 

Things aint like they used to be, you know; 

I liked it like it was before. 


| don’t know what this world’s comin’ to. 
People aint got manners like me and you; 
Things aint like they used to be, you see; 
This world’s goin’ too fast for me. 


Reginald Smitt - 1966 
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To Freedom and Back 


The old man walked slowly down the sandy road, dragging his feet 
in the cool, white morning sand. Destroying one ant hill after 
another, his feet caused havoc among the tiny brown creatures. The 
sun had just risen in the eastern sky and was now peeping through 
streaks of dark clouds making the old man squint as he walked 
toward it. The old man had a cane which made little holes in the 
sand as he put it down and picked it up. He passed the old barn 
with its earthy smell and walked under a grove of giant oak trees. It 
was very cool there; the old man stopped and wiped his brow with 
a large colorful handkerchief; then he moved on. 


Now there were tall, dark pines on either side of the road, and the 
sun poured forth its heat, making the sand burn. The old man came 
to achurch, a small tin-roofed frame building with a little steeple 
and a rusty bell. The old church needed painting and there was no 
grass, only the brown pine needles, the tall skinny pines, and the 
hot sun. The old man walked up to the rickety steps of the old 
building and clambered slowly up the short distance. As he opened 
the door he heard the slow chorus of “We shall overcome”. He 
turned and looked back at the hot sun, at the tall, dark pines, and 
the sandy road. Then he walked in, closing the door behind him. 


The old man took a seat in one of the rustic, homemade back pews 
and watched intently as the young bushy-haired student spoke. He 
saw the children of his neighbors filling the front pews of his 
church listening and clapping as the young speaker lifted his fist 
high and brought it down on the black Bible. “We are going to 
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vote, and we are going to rule our people and our land. For too 
long we have been scared, and the white man has killed us and cut 
the manhood away from our brothers. And he will keep on doing 
this if we let him, but you can change all this. We can have a black 
sheriff, and a black everything just like the white folks.” 


The old man raised himself from his seat and went toward the 
door. As he clambered down the steps, he looked at the tall, dark 
pines, but they held no secrets for him. He looked at the sandy 
road, but it looked cool to him. The evening sun glared a pale 
orange, but 1t was pleasant to his weak eyes. The old man dragged 
his rough shoes in the cool sand, and a breeze engulfed his face as 
he went along humming “We shall overcome” under his breath. 


Morning came with the old man lying in the ditch beside the sandy 
road, and the little brown ants swarming over him. The pattern of 
his once-red blood discolored the sand. 


Douglas Stephens - 1967 


Poem 


It’s a pebble of sand upon the beach 

When the waves and tides of the ocean are too 

strong, it’s washed away or pulled in with existing force; 
existing force, for it’s too weak to stand alone. 


Letitia Johnson - 1967 
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Voices 


Cool, sweet sound of man 
Blowing cold, blowing warm. 
Like fish we jump. 

Jump to be heard, to be seen. 


To quench the ever growing crescendo 
of life within us. 

To damn the sea of soul 

Break out - revolt 

Let it all hang out in life 

Light, a pure changing - unchanging beat. 


Then it drifts, echoes and sleeps 
For as long as we are black 


It will never die. 


George E. Weaver - 1968 
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Pointless #1 


Here [ sit on my rear trying to write a poem, 

trying to get in the mood, trying to think of 
something to write about. 

My heart is filled with emotions, but my mind won’t 
let them out. 

I guess it’s like a kettle that’s steaming, steaming 
steaming, steaming 

but there’s no hole to let it out. 

My eyes rove around the room in hope of inspiration. 
There are only walls. 

Walls, walls as blank as my thoughts. 

Oh, curse you walls. 

Curse you all. 

Upon the senseless face there dwells a sign: 

Quiet Please!” 

Quiet, quiet? Who’s talking? 

Surely not I. 

There’s only the sound of my muttering thoughts in a 
tongue of my unacquaintance. 


Jimmy L. Harrington - 1967 
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I Have Found 


I have found 
no peace 

Within my time 
No sorrow for 

the dead. 
Like man, 

tired in love, 
I climb 

unmeasurable mountains. 
Tangled within 

the Snare 
Fleeing from me, Awake 
My own point 

come. Rustic 
situated in misleading 

sense, misjudged 
by society, recognized by 
Falling weight, 

pressed into 
The mode of life, 

ornamented tightly. Until, 
unexpected, death 


Sadie Ruth Smith - 1967 
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Today 


Today, 

I feel the despair of the world - 

The mother with no food for her hungry children. 
The family man with no money for food, 

but enough for that bottle of Thunderbird; 

The lovers with no love between them. 

Yes, today I feel the despair of the world, 
Tomorrow I may begin to feel my own. 


Pamela Woodruff Hill - 1967 


Citrus 
Tart, Citrus fragrance, 


Sweet odor of Lemon tree, 
Your smell excites me. 


Gregor Hannibal - 1967 
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Step on a Crack, Break Your Mother’s Back 


Cold mush on a winter’s morn, 
Leaches, bed bugs, rats 
Second generation patches 

on third generation clothes. 

No heat, 

garbage rotting in the street. 


Peeling plaster, 
insufficient welfare checks. 
Starving children ... 


The long walkway to prostitution. 
No Trespassing” signs. 
How many more cracks in 


the sidewalk of life? 


G. Josef Hannibal - 1968 


My Body 
My body is a prison wherein 
both he and I 


are captured prisoners 


Ida Johnson - 1968 
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The Sound of Thunder 


Nothing seems that it will change. My body grows weak with age 
and depression fills my anatomy like a brush fire. I ask the 
paramount question, “To live or to sleep?” Does it really make a 
difference? Is Death not a perpetual sleep in which one sinks into 
an abyss of peace? Who will mourn my hell-burnt soul? Is death 
not better than life in this man-made hell where every man preys on 
every other man? My mind is made, the decision voiced. My hand 
descends into the desk drawer and pulls a gun from its hiding 


place. I put the gun to my head, and then . 
THUNDER. 


KP, Jr 1906 


What Time? 


Shadows shorten and shift position 
Lengthen and implement form. 
The ominous tick-tock-ticking 

Of the giant silver-faced god 


Is distinctive, over-powering . . . deafening. 


Daphne Page - 1968 


.1. LHE SOUND ION 
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Black Paramour 


Come to me on a bus headed to Nam. 

He was young, beautiful and... Afraid. 
We talked, laughed and reached our 
Destination. 

Attraction kept us in close contact by mail. 
Attraction grew to love, the love to dreams, 
The dreams turned to shattered hopes. 

He was my life, my body and my soul. 

Our enemy had him destroyed a million miles 
Away from home. 

Now what am I going to do without a soul, 
A body and a life? 

Paramour 

Died too soon... But still I wait 

And I am slowly destroying the world. 


Dora Henson - 1969 
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Twigs play upon 
the touches of the wind 
The ground receives 
the kisses of the sun’s 
hot breath. 
I am alone. 
The air smiles 
a tranquil blanket 
The earth embraces 
the SOit Silence 
Trunks remain 
in Selfish order. 
I am alone. 
Memory escapes 
sleep forever abides. 
How long alone 
How long? 


James Vaughn - 1969 


Soul Solo 


Ex Umbra 36 
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Dew Kisses 


Dew kisses from moist 

protruded lips, slices 

my neck into cubes of shock and soothes 
my breast into overblown vacuums 
Egotst rod of lightening that would 
forever dwell in my rich warm shelter 
for unionated satisfaction. 


Always 

| stopped or should I say 
locked that hot alien out... Out 
into 


the cold until it drew up and died. 
Vibrations embrace my body but 
you never understand. 

L offer you my soul of love, my life 
but you offer me your semen. 

I offer you a rope of liberation, 
you poison my lips 

with kisses. 


Dora Hinson - 1969 
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What’s Said Now 


What’s said now 

once said before 

now Said again - 

bound to a responsibility 

once absent 

now existing - 

untouched 

To have talked with you 
resembles a long relationship 
where we made love in the 
presence of the whole world looking on. 
You speak of others and 

my desire is to love 

the part of you in them. 

I must say that which is said 

once said 

now said again; 

my peace is that ease and comfort 
teleplaying a Black Man’s 
production and reconstruction of a 
historical blindness; 

I am the hurt one 

the helpless one, 

now 

the hated one. 


A. Burtina Glenn - 1969 
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A Premise of Love 


Lately, I have seen your countenance mirrored in the impoverished 
wanderings of my fancy. And I wondered. I wondered if I was ever 
truly in love with you. I wonder, assuming you were of the same 
sentiment, if our love could have come to fruition. If my 
recollections have been so grossly distorted that 1am assuming too 
much of the relationship, then it is I who must suffer. If our 
relationship, on the contrary, was in fact a blossoming of an 
ethereal couplet, then surely some unseen force has deemed us the 
eternal sufferers. Yet for our fear of being too resolute, I must re- 
examine if possible, my memory of our relationship, determining 
consequently, if I was in love with you, or in love with the idea. 


We sat comfortable in Middle English, high-backed chairs, dressed 
in royal blue velvet, and watched the fireplace with irresolute 
flames lingering beneath the logs. Everything about this small 
cottage was practical. Books, voluminous, lined flowered wall- 
paper, a stereo component domed a tiered shelf, over albums of 
various moods. Calmness pervaded the atmosphere. Although you 
were in the next chair designing some magazine layout, and I was 
reluctantly trying to read Kafka, I felt at one with you. There was 
no need to voice any quiet declarations of love. Yes, you were 
turning your head, you smiled, the left cheek blushing from the 
flames of the fireplace - that feeling of assurance one receives 
when there is someone who can share his problems, but most of 
all, a someone who can share in those delicate moments of joy. 
What was this thing, this visor of steel that prevented my seeing, or 
thinking, or feeling anything, except that I felt I loved you? 


ip 
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Still I must evaluate this premise of love further. Remember the 
time we toured historic London, the penny arcade, the wax 
museum, the hot dogs in Piccadilly, the throb of aching feet, the 
exuberance in your stride? What a marvelous day! On the way 
home, our moods shifted and we became melancholic. What did 
you feel? I was so happy, I felt it could not last. I wondered how 
long euphoria could caress me in her fantasy. You teared silently. 
Were these tears of happiness, or tears of confusion over the 
future? I was profoundly moved to hope for an eternal union. At 
that moment I loved you with every wish and with every blessing 
of Eros and Venus. 


Fletcher James Allen - 1974 


The Speck Speaks 


You are all alone 

With no worries and no cares 

Nothing surrounds you except for thin air 

You look up and down and turn completely around 
You never stop to spot 

Me, the speck. 


Janice Davidson - 1974 
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Going Home 


Twenty-thousand feet over the Atlantic, embarking 
on a sojourn that would unite me with my past 


Africa 

| thought of what it would be like to be 
joined once again after our forced separation, 
over three centuries ago 

Africa 


Whose enchantments and mysteries were misconstrued 
as uncivilized 


[ looked forward to seeing my people, 
resplendent in their African dress 


[| looked forward to seeing my people 
whose attire would be like the hues of a rainbow 


All of these thoughts remained just that, thoughts. 
As the jet landed and I deplaned and saw my African people 


me in a dashiki 
and they, in three-piece suits. 


Ahmad Shabazz - 1976 
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Remember Today, Forget Tomorrow 


What can I do today to make up for what I did yesterday in order to 
make things better for tomorrow, that is, if everything of yesterday 
cannot be changed by tomorrow? I know where I should have been 
had I done what I didn’t do, but because of pain, I’m ashamed, for | 
am to blame. I know what I can do, but I need the help of you, and 
you need the help of me who could not make it yesterday for fear 
of what might happen today but for a reason even more frightening, 
for what’s in store tomorrow. So what can I say, but I’m sorry? 


Monica R. Ellis - 1976 


Where is the Love? 


At 90 degrees 

You are like an iceberg 
And I thought that - 

I was cool, but 

At times I want to be warm 
And you, with your chill, 
With no words, tell me no. 


Mistaken ball of fire, 


You are only a block of ice, 
Pat Bowser - 1976 


ay 
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Winter Love 


Winter Snow 

Blankets the cold ground 
Beneath my feet 

While winter’s wind 
Whistles across 

My already frozen face 


Birds fly for shelter 

As winter’s ice 

Clings to the trees 

That was once their home 
And I walk briskly 
Through winter’s snow 
Thinking of you 


Winter love 

Can be cold as ice 

That hangs from the limbs 
Of the frozen trees 

Or as icy as the wind 
Blowing through your heart. 
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Winter love 

Can be as warm and refreshing 
As the fire 

That burns in an open fireplace 
While you and I come 

Closer together 

In that warmth 


You and I 

Are both like winter 
At times 

Cold, Day, Frozen 
In our moods and attitudes 
But when we 

Warm the fires 

That burn within us 
For each other 

We make our love 
Winter love. 


L. Stephanie Lovette - 1977 
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The Poet 


On Saturday, he 
Sauntered 

Strolled 

Ambled 

through the microcosmic 
City in search of truth; 


Enjoying dry wine 
and the brisk October 
night. 


He found music, 
became opiated 

and sat cross-legged 
on the Town Hall 
floor. 


Occasionally he 
reached for his 
companion, 

but marching toa 
different drummer, 
he went home alone 
as was destined. 


Bert St. John - 1977 
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The Debt Unpaid 


At an early age I became acquainted with my relatives, and over a 
short period of time, my close friends. They all seemed to like me, 
but it was Aunt Emma who seemed to favor me above the rest. She 
was a wonderful person, a giving person, and above all, a loving 
person. Her children were grown and had moved away to other 
towns, so she sort of adopted me as her own child. I often think of 
the joyous nights I spent in her warm and friendly home, the 
delicious food I so eagerly devoured, and the endless laughs we 
shared. 


It seems as though it was only yesterday that she sat me down and 
said: “Elaine, when you grow older, always continue to visit me: 
don’t grow up and forget me.” And I replied, “I will, Aunt Emma.: 
At the time I could not have been over eight years of age; yet some 
thirteen years later the words remain crystal clear on the surface of 
my memories. The years, though, inevitably passed. We spent less 
time together and my visits became less frequent. As I began to 
grow older, I spent most of my time with children my own age. 


Then practically over night, she became seriously ill and died. Due 
to the short duration of her illness, I found it difficult to accept her 
death. Although I found it impossible to cry during the funeral, two 
months later I began to cry while cleaning the house, I was 
humming “Precious Lord” and about halfway through the first 
stanza, I remembered that it was her favorite song. I began to cry 
and found it impossible to stop. After a while I took a nap, but 
soon, I awoke, and the promise I made to my Aunt Emma years 
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earlier surfaced like an unpaid debt. The fact that I had promised 
her and failed to keep my promise hurt me more than her actual 
death. Quite often my mind filters through all the lessons she 
taught me, and the one piece of advice stands above all the rest: 
“When you make a promise to someone you love, keep it.” 


Elaine McDowell - 19785 


Lost in Passing 


It is here to stay no more 

the muse that once stirred my soul 
uplifted the poetic moods 

held within the creative mind 
allowing me to express my true 
inner feelings. 


The muse is only a visitor, 

it can’t stay year round for 

your entire life. 

You can’t force a feeling or 

mood, or expression on paper. 

The muse is gone in passing, 

it can return 

again to allow true expression 

of inner feelings from a creative mind. 


Thomas F. Hooper III - 1978 
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Dana de Vida 


Like a child of earth 

Like a star of space 

Unchallenging in her name, undaunting in her grace 
Vivid 

Impatient 

A soul of splendor 


Like the days of the feast 

Like the might of the wind 

Related to her flesh, is the beauty held within 
Charming 

Spoiled 

Moods of the songbirds 


A path of unmeasured spirits 

A path of hand-woven roads 

of light and heavy unbalanced loads. 
Delightful 

Definite 

Dan de Vida, a friend. 


Neal Baily-Harper - 1978 
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Production and Consumption 


Beside artistic creators, the most important class of persons having 
to do with works of art consists of those whom we may call the 
“aesthetic consumers.” They are the numerous persons who usually 
say little about works of art, but who, when forced to voice an 
opinion, are careful to preface it with the expression “I Like” or “T 
dislike” or “I don’t know about this” piece of work. They are the 
people who look at paintings, or photographs, listen to jazz, rock or 
gospel, or go to concerts simply because they really get aesthetic 
feelings from such things. I feel sure that these aesthetic consumers 
represent all aspects of campus life at NCCU and constitute the 
public which really matters in the sight of the Ex Umbra 
contributors. After all, plays are not produced merely for professors 
of drama, nor poems merely for the professors of English, but for 
general lovers of drama and poetry. In short, the person who takes 
delight in aesthetic creations is the one who, with the artist, counts 
most of all. 


As aesthetic consumers, readers of the Ex Umbra should not allow 
themselves to be bluffed or awed by the impressive but often 
aesthetically unimportant learning of the so-called “experts”. The 
notion of an expert on human creativity stands in contradiction to 
the real functions of artistic creation, a function which must be 
based on the desire and hope that aesthetic enjoyment ceases to be 
the exclusive property of a few experts and becomes, instead, a 
profoundly human enjoyment. This enjoyment is not fortuitous; it 
is essential for artistic production in as much as art is one of the 
most rewarding means which humans possess to deepen their 
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humanity. The present issue of Ex Umbra might be said to be 
dedicated to all lovers of art, poetry, beauty, and humanity, not in 
the sense that they should necessarily read it (although they 
should), but more in the sense that it aims to show, among other 
things, how much more important than the dissecting critic is the 
true lover of artistic creativity. The vitality and productivity of Ex 
Umbra depends upon aesthetic consumers at NCCU to a 
considerable extent. It depends upon their numbers, upon the vigor 
of their interest, and upon their support. 


Ernest D. Mason - 1980 
Associate Professor of English 


How Do I Forget and Forgive? 


How do I forget and forgive is the question I ask? Should I try to 
remember the love we shared, the precious moments of love we 
dared, the times you caressed me and held me tight, the love that 
remained all through the night. 


The many times you said you love me and that our love was real, 
when now it seems your love I had to steal. You cry and say you 
love me so, and that your love will grow but how do I forget and 


how do I forgive the things you did wrong with me in your heart 
and her in your arms? 


Do I live with the things you’ ve done; I thought I was the only 
one? 


J Le OSO 
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Wrong Reason 


It is not always the absence of love 
That makes me seem alone. 

Often it’s been too much love 
Given to me by the wrong people 
That keeps me here, 

Gladly alone, 

Rather than have the life sucked 
Out of me by violent needs 

Ot other minds and bodies. 


That does not mean 

That | am not grateful. 

But I am sad 

Not to be able to put my arms 
around those who truly love me 
And give them something more 
Than polite indifference. 

Oh how I tried 

I think they should know 

I tried 

And I choose to be alone 
Rather than wrapped in arms 

I could never need. 


Merrit Malloy - 1980 
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US 


The friendships we remember 
Mistakes that we regret. 

The ending of a love affair: 

We simply cannot forget. 

Since memories keep on building 
Each day cen be the start 

Of making new and happy ones 
To store within our hearts. 


Jeffry Farrior - 1980 


A Kiss 


A Kiss 

is a precious Pearl. 
It’s the most cherished 
Gift in the world. 


It enlightens my heart 
And brightens the stars 
It removes my sadness 


And brings gladness. 


Bernice Jeffrys - 1980 
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Discovery 


It was a rainy day and there was nothing for me to do; so [ went 
down into the basement of our house to investigate some of the 
mysteries that were stored there. My favorite diggings, a musty old 
trunk, smelling of camphor and mildew, in which my mother 
stored old clothes, held no fascination for me that day. Looking for 
new excitement, I tried on an old raincoat that was hanging on a 
hook. It was miles too long for me, and J almost toppled myself 
with it when I clinched the top snap, for the rubber had frozen with 
age. Next, I read some antiquated magazines that oozed moisture, 
and it became a game to disjoin the pages. Finally I came across 
my prize, a book that held me spellbound. “What wild, heart- 
histories seemed to lie enwritten on those crystalline celestial 
spheres,” I read. I spent hours reading that book, and I was still 
absorbed in it, treasuring each word as I transported it back to the 
house. I was like a sleepwalker, moving as in a dream, unaware of 
the existence outside of this discovery, a book of poetry by Edgar 
Allan Poe. 


Nina Bobbit - 1950 
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Stars, Drums and a Kite 


Millions, hundreds of millions of stars 
And all that, 1s locked up 

In the infinity of the mind of man 

Oh! That the mind is too small 

To hold all that and all that 

Yet, it is the mind, the mind of man 


So are the messages the drums bring 
So are the powers the atoms bring 


Oh! That the mind is too small 
To hold all that 
Yet, it is the mind, the mind of man 


Come with me, let us fly a kite 

On the early April morning still dry 
Gwendolyn B. come to the open air 
Come with me, let us fly a kite 

Let us hold fast to the string 

And on the other end, a kite. 


G. Bumawu Fiawoo - 1980 
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Why 


Why did I ever let you know [ cared? 
Why did I ever take a second look” 
What did I see that made me want to be, 
A part of you, and a part of me? 

Why did I let happen, 

Things that shouldn’t have happened? 
Why did I continue to want, 

From you, a sorry joint? 

Why do [ still let you matter to me, 
When my true lover, I'll soon see? 
Maybe then, things will be okay. 

As for right now special things never stay. 
Why do I let things be, 

Even when they are hurting me? 

Tis said that things will be 

If they’re truly meant to be 

But we can’t be because you won’t 
Letus be. 


Felicia Lyons - 1980 
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Indispensable Man 


Sometime when you’re feeling unimportant 
Sometime when your ego’s in bloom 
Sometime when you take it for granted 
You're the best qualified in the room. 


Sometime when you feel you’re going 
W ould leave an unfillable hole 

Just follow this simple instruction 
And see how it humbles your soul. 


Take a bucket and fill it with water 

Put your hand in it up to your wrist 

Pull it out, the hole that remains 

Is a measure of how much you’ | be missed. 


You may splash all you please as you enter 
You may stir up water galore 

But stop and you’ find in a minute 

That it looks quite the same as before 


The moral to this quaint example 
Is do just the best you can 
Be proud of yourself but remember 


There’s no indispensable man. 


Teresa Click - 198] 
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For the Thought of a Dream 


For the thought of a dream 

A dream that surpasses reality 
Dreams that create worlds of emotions 
Emotions that build and destroy 
man’s creation. 

For the thought of a dream 
Man imitates the ideal man; 
The man he has created for 
the thought of a dream. 

A man that can be looked at 
and yet not seen 

For the thought of a dream: 
we have the untouchable love, 
a love without fault! 

A love that is only love; a love 
that has been created. . . For 
the thought of a dream. 

By the thought of a dream we 
have the true world, the world 
that wakes us from the dream. 
The world that was made 

For the thought of a dream. 


Paul Frank Vandergrift IIT - 1981 
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{i Won’t Be Back Again 


Tell it to my sweetheart, 

That I passed along the wayside. 
Tell it to her so that, 

She won’t break down and cry. 

Tell it in a way 

That’s full of laughter and not pain. 
Tell her that ’'m sorry cause [’m leaving 
And I won’t be back again. 

Tell her to forgive me, 

For the times I made her mad. 

Tell her that I thank her, 

For all the times she made me glad. 
When she wiped my tears away, 

The times she brightened up my day. 
There was no other that could ever 
be special to me that way. 


Tell it to my mother, 

I know she’s taking it hard. 

My mother loved me 

More than I could ever be loved. 

Tell her that I loved her 

And I hoped she loved me too. 

There was never another woman that would do 
for me what she would do. 
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You go see my grandma, 

Cause she was the lady of my heart. 
Grandmother passed to me 

All the things she had been taught. 
She was very close to me 

And to her, I was so true. 

Tell her not to forget that her grandson 
never stopped loving her. 


So please 

Tell it to my sweetheart, 

That I passed along the way. 

Take care of my mother, 

Love her to the very last day. 

Lord bless my grandma, 

Cause she loved me in so many ways. 
And Lord love these three people, 
Keep them close by your side 
Cause I won't be back again, 

But when I was here, I sure did try. 


Emmanual Steven Bass - 1981 


39 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra 36 


The Mistress and Her Lover 


She approached the room hastily 
In a long silk blue gown. 

But then she laid upon her bed 
Her face wearing a frown. 


Her eyes were the color of fire. 
Her hair shiny as gold. 

Her lips were pink as a tulip. 
Her cheeks frosty cold. 


In her hand lay a sealed letter 
Which meant the end for her 

Knowing that if she opened it 
It would be hard to bear. 


She went day after day grieving 
Not knowing what it said 

The feelings were deep in her heart. 
Her lover was now dead. 


When the time of grieving stopped 
She tore into the note 

Upon reading the first two lines 

A knot rose in her throat. 
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The next few lines read only death 
She knew that it was true 

But how could she face such disgrace 
Of love that she once knew? 


How could she live without his love? 
So sweet, so gentle and kind 

With him her life was in the lights 
Filled with joy all the time. 


She had to face the dilemma 
Of the sound of tragedy. 

For she had lost her true lover 
In a struggle for liberty. 


The grieving pains increased greatly 
She could bear it no more. 

Her life had no sense or meaning 
She lay upon the floor. 


Their relationship had ended 
For both of them are gone. 
But one day they are sure to meet 


In a land they’ll call their own. 


Sheila D. Watson - 1981 
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Live Yo’ Life Gul 


Come on Eleanor 

Get something on yo’ mind, 
Justa little phase 

Yo’ going through. 


Say Eleanor, 

Said you were strong 
Said you could deal 
With the world. 


Hey girl what’s wrong? 
Said you wouldn’t let 
No little thing get yo’ down. 


Pull out of it girl 
Gots’ to be strong 
Yo’ gotta control yo’ mind 


Gots’ to know for yourself 
Thata you gonna make it 
In this ol’ world. 

Come on Eleanore, smile 
Don’t let yo’ self down. 


You gonna make it. Remember? 


Brenda Baldwin - 1982 
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When I Weep 


When I weep. 

I weep for the world, 
For all the suffering 

Of God’s boy and girls. 


When will we learn, 
That we can be free 
If we rid our hatred, 
And embrace unity. 


I weep as [ watch, 

All the children’s tears. 
And the pain they'll bear; 
Down through the years. 


Let’s open our eyes; 
And banish this strife. 
So we won’t be blind 
For all our life. 


We must change the world, 
As the children sleep. 
For ’'m doing it for them 


When I weep. 


Charles Douglas Henderson II - 1952 
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Personae Poem 


Beyond the obvious 

[ have no reasons 

as to why... 

But I am grateful 

that you indulged 

my need for... 

Did you know that 

every hour each minute 
given over to me verifies 
the way I feel toward you”? 
Has sugar ever tasted as 
sweet as your warm body 
growing warmer still. 
Don’t move. .. 

I want to go beyond the 
obvious and back again 
then focus on... your eyes. 


Angela Austin - 1982 
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Ode to George Street 


There were people once 

all the time. 

They’d cruise by 

looking for the weekend’s adventure. 
It seems so long so long ago. 
Now only those who 
remember this empty street 

in days gone by remain 

sitting, waiting 

for the cruisers 

that will not pass again. 

The meeting place is forgotten. 
Once someone broke the gate 
And the cars cruised 

And the people met 

And the music played 

And it was 

almost like days gone by. 

But the gate was fixed the next day 
And here lies George Street 
Barren, empty, dead. 

May she rest in peace. 


Ernest Walker III - 1982 
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A Moment Ago 


Just a moment ago, 

I lay back and closed my eyes so very tightly 
and thoughts of you and the day we met 
rushed through my mind. 

Then suddenly 

a subtle smile swept across my face. 

There you were, sitting across the room 
watching me with those eyes 

and I felt a tingle gush through my entire body. 
And from that moment 

I realized that I had never before touched love. 
So, quite often you see, 

moments with you quickly fills my head 

and sadness startles my heart. 

It was just a moment ago, 

just a 60-second thought that lingered on 
engrossed with moments of many yesterdays of you and | 
vowing to make our love an eternal pact. 

But reality slapped me hard on the face 

so abruptly, so cruel. 

And I opened my eyes 

soft wet tears flowed down my cheeks 

in quiet protest 

reaching out to you 

to love me for just one moment more. 


Sharon Baucum - 1983 
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Princess Debbie 


Complete strangers when we first met; 
remembering the eye games that were innocent, yet irresistible. 
You glance with the shyness of a child, 
though being inviting, warm and mild. 


I carried on in my usual way 

gathering facts about you without delay. 

Hey, what’s her name? Where does she live? 

I knew within my heart you were something special. 


Looking at you with my careful smile, 
hoping that you admired my style. 
Wondering whether to move or Stay, 
Pll never forget that afternoon in May. 


Calming nerves to say hello, 
my body trembled like a pup in snow. 
After it was all said and done, 


I found myself on a new adventure. 


Edwin Bryant - 1983 
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Educated Fools 


Time 
the faster the better 
the quicker the more profitable. 


So we get subconsciously and consciously 
rushed through school 

learning very little 

graduating fools. . . 


Tools for someone to use 
by the time this 1s realized 
many lose. 


So we get pushed into the working world 
by values distorted 

the wanting of brand names 

and things imported. 


Thinking about what is really important, 
this behavior will be aborted. 


So hurry up, 

accumulate toys 

things that when you’re gone, 
you worry if they'll be stolen 
surround yourself with those who 
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envy what you’re holding 
revel in the attention; 
that which you’ ve jeopardized, don’t mention. 


Put yourself on a pedestal, yeah self-elevation, 
be a materialistic fool 
due to your detrimental indoctrination. 


Being congratulated for entering a foolish nation. 


Edward J. Harris Jr. - 1990 


The Clinic 


The worried eyes 
the sad goodbyes, 
the innocent spies 
At the clinic. 


The bead news 
the sick blues 
the Genesis clues. 


At the Clinic. 


Dawn Formey - 1990 
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Losing a Loved One 


Losing a loved one is an experience that can take a toll ona 
person’s life. Such a loss makes it hard to face the reality of life 
itself. An experience like this can change one’s whole perspective 
on life, and it can male a person realize the true value of life. The 
loss of my father helped me realize some of the different 
perspectives of life. My father’s guidance, his hard work, and his 
being a true provider are three guidelines that | have used to make 
my life better as a productive young man in this difficult world. 


My father died September 21, 1991. He had a heart attack while he 
was at work. The moment I found out, I was in shock, and I[ really 
did not know what to do or say. My father was my idol, and I could 
not believe that he was dead. 


Dad was the one who pushed me to do my best and to work hard in 
school or whatever I intended to do in my life. He had high hopes 
for my future. His dreams were to send me to college and for me to 
become a successful individual. All he wanted me to do was to 
learn and do more than he had ever learned or done. 


My dad was truly a hard worker. Sometimes, I thought work was 
all he knew how to do. He was a craftsman, and he believed in 
getting the job done. I knew about getting the job done because 
sometimes I thought he was trying to work both of us to death. 
After a while I realized that he was teaching me a lesson on how to 
survive in this world, because he knew that he was not going to 
always be there to do the things that needed to be done. 
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Now my mother and I only have each other, and I have to take his 
place as the man of the house. It is obvious to me that I cannot do 
all of the things that he did or be a great provider like he was, but I 
can be a man and do many of the tasks that have to be done. My 
father’s death brought me into manhood at the age of seventeen, 
which is an early age for someone to have a heavy load dropped on 
his shoulders. But, I have realized that I must overcome the odds 
and try to make the best of my life, because now it is evident to me 
that neither a long or profitable life is promised to anyone. 


I have matured a great deal this past year, and [ have developed a 
level of understanding that only adults seem to have. Also, [ have 
developed the attitude that I must overcome the obstacles in my 
way, and never give up on my dreams and goals in life. I keep the 
words my dad used to say to me in my mind: “Son, never give up 
on what you believe in, and always strive for the best, because if 
you do not do it for yourself, then no one else will do it for you. 
Life is what you make.” I have found a great value in these words, 
and I am determined to make my life the best it can possibly be. 
Therefore, I have suffered a major loss in my life, but I have used 
the memories of what my dad stood for as a stepping stone to a 
more successful future in life and manhood. 


Kevin D. Flythe - 1992 
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The Valley of Lonely 


Pindrop silence 

Absolutely no violence 

Buildings empty 

No one around 

No movement, no laughter 

Not the least, little sound. 

Winds blowing softly 

Sun doesn’t shine 

One little path 

To which I’m confined 

No trees to hide me from the rain 

No one to help me endure the pain. 
Loneliness overtakes me; it’s dark and cold 
A weary feeling is inside my soul 

Lord take me away from such a place 
So happiness can rearrange my face. 
This loneliness can’t last, it has to cease, 
Within my soul the pain is released. 


Jennifer Mewborn - 1993 
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Alone at Last 


Alone at last 

to think about you. 

I feel so much, 

but I don’t know what to do. 


We just met 

though it seems forever. 
I think of you often 

No matter the weather. 


Once I'll leave 

Pll be gone for awhile. 
Think of me affectionately 
and remember my smile. 


You were the one 

that showed me to care. 
Though I was stubborn, 
you were always there. 


Pll think of you always, 
especially of your touch. 
Remember in my heart, 


you meant so much. 


Korie K. Burrow - 1993 


a3 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra 36 


The Trilogy 


Infatuation 

If only U knew how I think and feel about you. 
How I think the sun rises and shines on you. 
Obsessive I may seem, wouldn’t you say? 

But if you asked, I would bring you roses every day. 


Not that ’d crowd U or smother that flame of curiosity, 
But never an end would their be to my generosity 
Cause I believe you should have all of life’s pleasures. 
The depth of my love, no ocean could measure. 


Passion. 

Is it moonlight dancing on the waves of the beach? 

The electricity we feel when we look in each other’s eyes? 
The long embraces that feel like no other. 

The desire we both feel to be passionate lovers. 


The heat we feel with a simple touch 

The spark that keeps or love alive. 

The fire that starts from a simple kiss 

- that prelude intensifying an already insatiable desire, 
The final shiver of ecstasy that completes all. 
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Aftermath 

Where do all the flowers go”? 

What happens to autumn love after the winds blow? 
Diminishing is the love we once had. 

How can we rekindle the good turned bad”? 


When do we know that the fire has died? 
When do all the laughs turn to tears inside? 

Is it possible to bring the love back 

That all others said we never should have had? 


Reginald Jones - 1993 


The Forest 


Strolling down the narrow path, Todd breathed heavily. Red and 
gold leaves fell like snow onto the pathway, nature’s premonition 
of her changing condition. Birds twittered their last songs, and 
Todd imagined their music a soulful farewell as they flew south to 
chase warmer air. 


The wind blew through the trees, caressing Todd gently on the 
cheek. Up ahead a small brown shape hopped across the path. 
Todd smiled. The rabbit turned around and gave him one last look 
before disappearing into the undergrowth. 


As Todd approached the end of the path, a series of tall pine trees 


stood in his way. The springy mattress of their needles appeared 
inviting after the rough, rock strewn path. The needles gently 
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pushed him forward. As he exited the small pine grove. the 
branches parted to aid his passing. Off in the distance, a screech 
owl howled in welcome, beckoning Todd further into the forest. He 
followed its far-off call. 


A trickle of sweat wormed its way down Todd's back. Pausing for 
a moment, he leaned against a huge oak. The tree soared so high it 
put a crick in his neck when he tried to see the top. The bark, rough 
against his hands, tickled when he caressed it lightly. He closed his 
eyes and allowed the peace of the forest to overwhelm him. It crept 
into his pores, teasing his spirit and relaxing his muscles. He 
laughed a hearty, healthy laugh and opened his eyes. 


Darkness mocked him. He had paid attention only to the forest, and 
now the night had fallen, leering at him in baleful jest. The laugh, 
now dead on his lips, echoed into the barren night. Once again a 
cold finger of sweat shivered its way down his back. Todd jumped, 
looking around for the source of the attack. A screech owl laughed 
in the distance. 


Looking around, nothing appeared familiar. Todd chose a direction 
and headed off. Soon the hardwoods turned to pine, and the 
branches clawed at him, scraping his face, grabbing his arms. He 
Spit out bitter pine needles the trees had thrust into his moth as the 
mushy earth tripped him with hidden holes. 
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As he emerged from the pines, a hole reached out to him and 
pulled him to the ground. He crashed onto the rocky pathway. 
Relieved to have found his way back, he looked up. A dozen pair 
of eyes winked at him. He stared, vainly trying to penetrate the 
darkness to the bodies he knew must exist. He stood, the eyes 
disappearing as he looked back up. 


He walked slowly down the path. The underbrush rustled next to 
him. He spun, heart pounding, eyes frantically searching. His ears 
now picked up the sound behind him. He spun again. An object, 
blacker than the night, sliced its way past his head. He ducked. 
Panic seeped into Todd’s heart. Moonlight now filtered 
haphazardly onto the path. So he ran. The sights and sounds of the 
forest dimmed with the pounding of his blood in his temples. A 
few minutes later he stood outside the forest and looked up at the 
wedged innocense of the moon. 


Scott Bienick - 1993 


United States of Africa 


Since I am Black - This is my Dream 

To pledge allegiance to the flag 

Of the United States of Africa - Unto the Brotherhood, 
for which it stands - One nation under groove 
Indivisible with liberty and love for all. 


Clinton Harris - 1993 
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Words Across the Waters 


Not unlike the serene lulls 

in blue-tinged waves of seasonal rains 

was your late-July afternoon postcard, 

newly fingered with sunbeam bright expectancy, 
that cheered the whorled aspect of forlorn affection. 


And through a bright ink filigree, 

friendly words shone like a watercolor-wash hues 
scattered throughout a recent afternoon walk, 
where the land sparkled revitalized greens, 

and the sky, burnished yellows. 


Your thoughts arced across 

our island-necklace’s blue basin rim; 

pronounced gleaming breaks in the August rains 
warmed my missing you into sun-clad remembrance 
of happy conversations held before. 


That year, the sentinel rays of September sunsets 

heralded my child-like anticipation of your return. 

You, the “tagged” playmate of summer revelries 

had boomeranged to the palm of our mind’s chorus’s reprise. 


Harold A. Beckles - 1994 
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Judgment 


Lord 

help me to be free 

to see 

my brother in love; 

not see his faults 

and shortcomings 

and difference from me. 
Help me to open 

my mind 

and accept others, 

as You accept me. 

Let me not judge 

or form opinions 

based on my own 

narrow mind, 

but open my heart and soul 
to your wondrous creation. 


Pat Neems - 1994 


a9 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra 36 


Tell Me The Answer 


What becomes of a heart betrayed? 

Does it cease to beat and wither away, 

Afraid to love again? 

What becomes of a lover scorned? 

Is she scarred forever, lonely, forlorn, 

never to trust again? 

What becomes of endearments uttered. 
whispered “I love yous” that made the heart flutter 
when actions belie words? 

What becomes of the lies you told, 

hiding the fact your heart was cold, 

when I played the fool and believed you? 

What becomes of a love that 1s used, 

mistreated, deceived, abused, 

when the heart that gave was faithful? 

A lover scorned will trust again, endearments 
whispered shall deceive again, a love that is used 
shall find hope again, and lies you told will 

fool once again - 

but a heart betrayed will never learn to heal. 


Shelvia Dancy - 1994 
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A Chicana in Carolina 


She looked at me 

up and down 

and could only spit out the words: 
what are you? 


I sat there stunned-not believing my ears. . . 
But [ knew exactly what she meant. 


My skin is too dark to be white, 

too golden red to be mulatto 

and not black enough for her to understand. 

I’ve come from Aztian to look for my sister clan 
but ve never found her. 


This land had forgotten to see the warm, tawny sunsets. . . 
Its golden hues of dawn. 

Instead it only sees the white light of day and 

the black night. 


I’ve come as a foreign sunset 

and a new morning 

spread out like a multi-hued sarape; 
one they would use to cover all who 
are neither black 

nor white. 


Beverly Lopez Parra - 1996 
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Eulogy: Don’t Let the Sun Go Down 


You took my hand with a firm grip 

As we started the long adventurous journey. 

You promised a journey full of thrills 

Of ecstacy, new insights and wonder. 

[t was a journey to the world of letters, 

Of sentences, images, words, utterances. 

A world of bouquets of flowers made of words enchanting 
A world of golden words and of pages glittering. 
Child-like I was filled with excitement 

Heart and mind filled with delight. 

Before me words become enchanting and magical 

Before me vistas of beautiful words opened. 

There was awe, and a new wonder everywhere. 

Every step of the way was a dream 

It was the joy felt on a fresh, new day. 

With you by my side and unknown mental vigor filled me up 
Strong to face the challenges and mental torture. 

The gleam in your eyes brightened the vistas 

All along the way, the pavement shined with your brilliance. 
Suddenly your firm, reassuring grip slipped 

Suddenly in the dark alley, I stood alone. 

Thought [ heard a whisper, 

Thought I saw a flicker. 
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But all around me was total darkness, emptiness and void 
In anguish, confused and bewildered, I shivered. 

Quietly, out of the dark valley came the drums of lament, 
Quietly, out of the deep mental agony came the lament. 
Don’t let the Sun Go Down. 

But was it possible?. .. Is it possible? 

Damirifa! Dr. Mason. Due! Due! Due! 

Damirifa! Dr. Mason. Due! Due! Due! 


Damirifa! Due! Due! Due! Is a Ghanian expression of sorrow. It 
literally means “Rest in Peace! What sorrow! What sorrow! What 
sorrow! Rest in Peace, Dr. Ernest Mason. 


Eric Hervies - 1996 
Kneeling to Time 


Caramel against chocolate 

we bask in the warmth of our love. 
Holding on at night 

to what morning will soon snatch away, 
leaving us to once again wonder. 


Christie Stancil - 1996 
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Brass Cat 


Brass cat coolin’ 

in the high light of day 

screaming at the top of his lungs. 

Meowin’ a sweet tune 

all aglow with graspin’ words 

touchin with the talk of his tongue. 

Pretty ladies pet him, 

strokin’ strong with white-gloved hands, 

how they love to pet him on the head. 

Pretty ladies stroke him 

scratch his back and love 1s purr, 

they’d like to take him home to dress their bed. 
Brass cat croonin’ 

featured in his finest hour, 

sittin’ atop the fence for all to see. 

Meowin’ mellow tunes 

full of rhythm, oh so fine, 

what they all had hoped their own cats would be. 
Sassy ladies watch him, 

mark his elegance and class, 

and they say they’d like to claim him as their own. 
Sassy ladies reach out 

trying to touch as he glides by, 

but they never touch his heart, and he moves on. 


Eddie Moore - 1997 
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Delphic Apollo 


The Delphic Apollo 

Marble and Granite 

Warm droplets of Mediterranean Sea coursing through crevices 
And cracks . . .and the stain of time. 


Ideals missing arms and legs, a head, a hand, a face 

A misplaced eon wears down the solid features of mortal stone 
The god’s large tongues snap off, crash to the earth 

and careen like Sissyphus’s 

Boulder down the Grecian mountains. 


Blazing fires long snuffed out 
Creaking vessels drowned and buried, 
What remains? 


Writings of fools and philosophers 
So much for the omnipresent disposition of immortal truth. 


Michael Trice - 1997 


Sex 
Seemingly seductive 
Suggesting senseless submerging 
secretly satisfy scandalous solicitations 
surrounding sincerity sits simplistic sin 


Tomeka L. Ward - 1997 
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A Dedication to Dr. John Sekora 


All of the ways in which he affected my life 
would fill the largest book. 

He took time to educate his students, 

time not many others took. 


He answered the question, “How do you teach someone?” 
With patience, love and a smile. 

To find another of his magnitude 

is going to take a while. 


But we will wait patiently 

for someone to fill his worn-out shoes. 
Even if that someone prefers the classics 
over Dr. Sekora’s jazz and blues. 


This person would have to tell stories 
that would evoke the loudest laugh; 

or inspire students with kind words 
such as “I love having you in my class.” 


Those were his last words to me 

after I completed an exam on Mark Twain, 
which is why I was so devastated 

when the news of his death came. 
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I began to ponder and question 

why God wanted him so soon. 

| thought maybe He wanted to add some light 
To brighten the stars and moon. 


Or maybe He wanted him to attend 

The Louis Armstrong Jazz Show 

or listen to Douglass’s oration of how far we’ ve come 
though we have a way to go. 


So let your minds be filled 
with sad memories and such, 
for Dr. John Sekora lives 

in all the lives he has touched. 


Erica Dixon -- 1997 
Believe in You 


Believe in yourself to get things done 

Remember that even the longest race can be won 
Believe in you, and you can accomplish all 

Whether the goal be huge or small 

Believe in you and expect to achieve 

And despite what others think, you'll always succeed. 
God and confidence will always be true 

But they will only help if you believe in you. 


Erika Murphy - 1997 
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City Sidewalks III 


a child stutters 

my attention stays locked on each word he utters 
my heart flutters in anticipation 

my eyes long to see God’s greatest creation 

next to me 

the best will be 

his alone to behold 

when he plays out in the cold 

on city sidewalks 

the crack of dawn breaks 

he awakes 

and takes his first glimpse of the world 

knowing that the easy ride has been reserved for others 


no sisters 
no brothers 


so his hand-me-downs consist of his mother’s determination 
and the frustration that she feels 

when the moments steal away too fast 

she alone wants the good times to last 

long enough to be enjoyed 

now he’s momma’s favorite boy 

pretty soon 

he libe 

momma’s only man 

when he stands 
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here on the city sidewalks, night falls 

and momma calls him from the street 

he’s beat 

cause the game of getting home from school 
was a tough one today 

he never has time to play 

the journey home 

through crack infested war zones 

has taken its toll 

as it always does 

so his only buzz 

is his mother’s love 

on city sidewalks 

his eyes lie 

they tell him “there aint no way out of here” 
still he believes in something 

so he sheds no tear 

and smiles the smile 

that has been his for eternity 

as he takes pride in the fact that he’s momma’s 
favorite son 

he’s gonna fly someday 

so right now it’s cool to play and run 
amongst the broken glass 

and path worn grass 

here 

On City Sidewalks 


Culver Clark - 1998 
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Eve 


I’ve been told that Eve was the most beautiful creature 
that ever stepped foot inside the Garden of Eden. 
I suppose even God 1s entitled to be partial to some degree 


I wonder if the cherubs cried 

when God sent you down from heaven for me? 

Did they cry 

or did they dance the dance of Solomon’s concubines 
waiting for the new moon? 


[ve been told stories of how a thousand angels drowned 
in a harem flooded with green tears. 
I suppose even God has a sense of humor. 


I wonder if He hears my prayers at night. 


I vaguely recall making love on the horizon with my sweet Eve 
It was a dream but none-the-less sweet. 

She walked like moonlight scattered across the ocean, 

she talked like the flapping crane of wings 

and she kissed like a blessing from God. 


When we make love 
it always rains. 
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Ive been told that the angels cry 

when the sun sets. 

We take great pleasure in dancing barefoot in the rain, 
laughing at the jealous angels 

until the sun rises again. 

I suppose even God is capable of admiration. 


But alas, I have been denied and forsaken. 

I miss making love on the horizon. 

I miss the moonlight 

that used to shine so brightly on the ocean’s surface. 
I miss the crane’s glorious wings 

that flapped so elegantly in the wind. 

Most of all, I miss God. 


I suppose even He 1s capable of jealousy. 


Claude Lumpkins - 1998 


The Dance 


You used to make my heart dance, 

now when it hears your tune 

it becomes a wallflower. 

Not because it doesn’t recognize the beat, 

but because it is no longer interested in the melody. 


Stephanie Black - 1999 
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Stepping Out On Faith 


Uncertainty consumes me from within 

Pressure mounts and it clouds my mind 

The anxiety of it all makes my head spin 

Peace seems almost impossible to find 

I’ve tried and tried: | cannot run from my thought 
T run and run, but everywhere | turn I’m caught 

I wish to be made of stone 

there’s too much fragility in glass 

My mind boldly speaks loud and unclear 

Like a naive child suddenly abandoned by his mother 
[ am amongst many people 

but I am the only one here 

My heart pounds, [ panic 

unable to tell one from the other 

I wish I could peek at roads untraveled 

Peace of mind is worth more than fame and wealth 
Let me foresee my life’s purpose 

and tangled webs unraveled 

How can I help others if I cannot help myself? 
God please guide me, order my steps 

Supply me the courage to face that not yet seen or heard. 


Eric D. Badger - 1999 
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